10                         SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"I know/' Barbarka s voice answered.
The barley coffee had grown cold and undrinkable.
"Stop over at the church to say a prayer/' I said. *TU see you at home around two o'clock**
Barbarka nodded gravely. There is something in us that cannot be labeled or named I felt it then, this miracle of Barbarka's life that I, myself, was ready to bring in a supreme sacrifice to the German bullets*
"Come on Barbarka. Ill have to go or 111 be late."
It was not my hand that was numb this time. It was my heart
At the gate of the XJyazdov Hospital they checked my pass carefully Tuesday was not a visiting day.
I walked through the shaded alleys of the hospital grounds toward the building of the Holy Ghost, past the mass grave of soldiers and civilians who had died fighting here in September, 1939.
Christopher, an eminent surgeon and now an officer of the Home Army, was in command of the Uyazdov sector. It was under him that I had served here in 1939, and it was Christopher who had drawn me into the ranks of the Underground* After five years, I was at the same post and under the same commander, fighting the same enemy who was now neanng exhaustion under the pounding of the victorious Soviet armies across the Vistula and before the onrush of the triumphant Anglo-American forces in France.
Up the stone steps and into the vestibule of the Holy Ghost building I humed. In the depths of the comdor a small red light burned at the door to the left. The meeting was obviously going on in Christopher's office. I knocked at the door, somewhat ashamed of being late.
Lieutenant Kozlowski opened the door and grinned broadly at my apologetic air*
You're not too late. Christopher's not here yet"